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In the space of seven months the life of Robert Samuels has descended into a pit of stress and deep despair. First it had been a mistake he made in the accounting division of a financial institution employing him that resulted not only in his removal from the lucrative position propping up a comfortable life but the error ensured he I would never find work in the same field again. 

Coming hot on the heels of this disaster was the loss of his wife and the mother of his two daughters, Erin. The love of his life who obviously no longer felt the same and, perhaps, never had. Hitting him at his lowest with the admission she had been in a long-term affair with a female lover who just happened to be a successful London solicitor and was, according to her: “Better placed to look after me.”

His daughters, Mandy and Jessica when he spoke to them were as shocked as him, but reminded him they only had one mother and would not be cutting off from her. 

Far from it, in fact.

His two “Darlings” actually becoming supportive of their mother’s decision to leave him for love – especially after his wife “generously” signed over the house to him.

A house heavily underwater with the re-mortgages he’d taken out for the girl’s education and re-location to their respective universities in Manchester and Edinburgh. 

Had there been twenty-thousand in equity on the property if he were to sell it, he would have been surprised.

And had he known where attempting to keep a house he still loved, despite his wife’s deceit, would lead he would likely have done just that even if it meant selling at a loss.

He had bought it new back in 2003. A new build. One of two houses in a small gated-development we thought would give us security as well as a modicum of security and a degree of luxury into the bargain. Four bedrooms, each of them en-suite, a spacious conservatory, a dining-room he could use as a study-cum-office, and an integral garage. Situated off the high-street in the village of Eynsford in Kent, it was relatively easy for him to catch a train into Cannon Street for the walk to the Bank’s City HQ and there was a healthy choice of good schools for the girls. 

Their only neighbours on the development were a childless Indian couple in their mid-thirties with whom they were friendly but did not socialise. He – wouldn’t you know it, and without employing racial stereotyping – owning a small chain of mini-supermarkets while she seemed content to remain at home and take care of things there.

Neighbours – one of them at least – with whom he was about to become very familiar when the severance package his contract obliged the Bank to give him – despite his costly error – began to run dry.

Ensuring, without a job on the horizon, that he began to miss the odd monthly mortgage payment. 

And then missed some more.

Leading to him being three days from being evicted from the premises and being, for the first time in his life, without a home.

At forty-four years of age and with the future ahead looking bleak, though he remained in reasonably good physical condition with a thick head of only slightly greying hair and had often been told he was good-looking, he was terrified of what awaited him when he was removed from the house. 

Hence his request over a coffee with Navya Chakraborty about the possibility of a position in one of her husband’s mini-markets.

A request she refused out-of-hand.

Though she did have another proposition to put to him he found as shocking as he found appalling.

A proposition that would see him be able to keep his own home.

Even if he would be unable to live in it for the next three years.

A proposition that would see him become a servant in the home of Navy Chakraborty and the husband absent in India on business.

And a servant in all ways!
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I leaned up from the floor, bare back against the sofa in my Malkin’s front-room, the hosed legs of the fully-dressed Indian woman I had been serving the past seven months and more to either side of my naked and now completely depilated body. The paleness of that body in stark contrast to that of the younger woman I now conceded was my owner – even in my thoughts. As the dark fabric covering the arches of her hosed feet rasped deliciously against my recently freed cock, I tried manfully to prolong the sensations my recent “respectful behaviour” were winning from her.

The competing sensations warring inside me as this was happening were far too numerous for my feverish and needy thoughts to compartmentalise and supply analysis at this, or perhaps any, time.

“It is just as it should be,” commented the sing-song English above and behind me, a hand lightly stroking the hairless dome of the scalp she had recently denuded and was intending to keep in its egg-like condition.

“That you may look more like the chattel you have become,” she had informed me before using a pair of electric clippers to remove the bulk of the hair I sported so proudly still, and she intended for me to have no longer. 

Yet another diminishment.

And a diminishment, she had no qualms informing me, that was intended to make me look and feel more like the servile and respectful manservant she intended me to know and accept myself for. 
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At least for as long as our agreement lasted.

Going on, then, to complete the denuding with a hot flannel placed over my scalp, this before applying a thick and soapy lather and razoring the stubble away until my scalp gleamed like the freshly sand-blasted dome of St Peter’s in spring.

So much, you will have gathered, had changed for me; even from those first days in her home when I had deluded myself our arrangement was temporary and I would soon find another position and be able to move on.

That, I knew now, was not about to happen.

And, amazingly, at times like these, I was unsure I wanted to, so great had been the changes my “Malkin” had wrought in me – even if I assured myself I would soon feel different when back in my own home and able to take the steps that would enable me to join the real world once again.

That I could even think of extending my stay with her was a testimony to the pleasure brought me by the sensation of her feet around my super-sensitized penis and the knowledge I was receiving it for having pleased her with my diligent and, it has to be said, growingly abject and pathetic service.

A pleasure made all the more... acute... for not having access to my own manhood.

The latest “dry-spell” having lasted all but a day short of a month and ensured my behaviour towards her was fawning and
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